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day school for them. My little Dwight was
only four years old. His sister and brother
were in the class, and I began and asked the
usual questions, ' Who was the first man, and
who was the first woman?' Then I said,
"Now I am going to ask you a question that
is not in this little catechism, and I want you
to think it over very carefully. Who was the
first person that God ever sent into the world,
He was so good that anybody who loved Him
would be made good, and He could do any-
thing He wanted to help people?/ and the
baby replied, 'Mr, Meigs/ The other two
children giggled with surprise. I responded
as seriously as I could,' Oh no, my dear! 'and
in a most indignant tone he said, 'Who,
then?' I said, /It was Jesus Christ/ and
he turned around to his little sister, who
was still smiling, and said in a loud whis-
per, pointing to me with scorn, ' Mudder
said Jesus Christ: I say Meigs!' When I
told Mr. Meigs, he laughed, with tears in his
eyes.

" On another occasion, when we had a tele-
gram from Mr. Meigs that he was coming to
visit us, the little boy was asleep when he ar-
rived, but when he heard the rapture of the
welcome, he dashed out of his crib and rushed
downstairs and cried hysterically, ' I knew
you came, I knew you would come, I kept
knowing you were coming/ clinging to Mr.
Meigs' knees and looking up into his face.
We all moved away and could say nothing,
but Mr. Meigs took him up in his arms and
went out on the piazza, and they both criedid,  captious
